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Now, as we gather from the mail-agents in
Leavenworth, this is the line along which we are
to go a journey of thirteen hundred miles ; through
a country, the greater part of which has never
been surveyed, through which there is no road,
in which there are many streams and gullies,
but not a single bridge ; a country in which the
hills, the creeks, the rivers, have as yet received
no names, and in which the small military
posts of the United States, themselves only
corrals of logs and planks, lie two hundred miles
apart.

Still, a line along which a mail so magnificent
as that sent off from New York to San Francisco,
not to speak of the thousand inferior cities which
help to feed it, has been running its daily course,
"must be at least as safe as the line from Damascus
to Banias. But on our saying this, or something
like this, to a friend in Leavenworth, we learn, to
our surprise, that there has never been a daily mail
running along that line; that no such thing has
ever yet been attempted ; that there are neither
men nor mules along the road to carry a daily,
mail; that, in point of fact, only one waggon, an
empty waggon, has gone out in advance of us;
that no one knows where that empty waggon is,
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